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Dressing The Girls

“You’re not going to fuck him, right?”

Rachel didn’t answer right away. She sat on the bench in front of her vanity unit, regarding herself in the mirror. Her blue eyes with their flecks of green seemed to glow brighter under the powder she had applied to her eyelids, the dark masacara on her lashes. Her foundation evened out her skin tone, and the light hint of blush she wore emphasized her prominent cheekbones and the slight natural slant of her eyes. Her lips were a dark cherry red, provocative and enticing, but somehow in a more mature way than a brighter color would have been.

Sometimes, when partying with these youngsters, she liked to play up the age gap between her and everyone else. There was something erotic about being the hot older woman, about being the focal point of desire for men a good ten or fifteen years younger than her. And making those young bitches jealous was always a delightful thrill.

Finally, she turned toward her husband. She had slicked her hair back and tied it in a high ponytail, and now she felt it sliding over her shoulders as she turned. A sophisticated, attention-getting, high-powered look; that was what she was after. As she looked at John, she saw his eyes moving over her face, over her body, and she wondered if he even knew he was doing it anymore. It came so naturally to him, it was basically unconscious. But she noticed. She noticed, and it sent that thrill of excitement racing through her all over again. The thrill of knowing that she was in complete control, that her husband would do anything to have her, and would allow her to do just about anything she felt like doing.

Except that. They had their red line. Even if sometimes, Rachel wondered just how set in stone that was. Given how easily she persuaded John to do unthinkable things, it was hardly beyond the realm of possibility that she could convince him to go along with that, if she really tried.

“But that doesn’t seem very fair. You got to fuck Cheryl.”

John’s jaw dropped. For a moment, he didn’t seem to know what to say. After all, she was right. And she smiled as she spoke, but that didn’t make what she was saying untrue.

“I… Yeah, but… You didn’t stop me.”

“No. I didn’t.”

Rachel stood up. These days, she could no longer sit at her vanity unit without thinking about what had happened that night. Her husband had spent a good chunk of the night tied to that bench, watching her have sex with Cheryl. When she had finally released him, he had been like a wild animal, fucking both her and her friend until they all collapsed in a messy puddle of sex hormones and sweat and cum.

And all the time, her chastity pet had watched in despair, a witness to what she loved to remind him he would never have. She might allow him orgasms, from time to time, just to keep him from losing his mind completely, if nothing else. Just to keep him obedient and serving, the promise of reward that made him do what she said. But that had always been their roles, from the moment they started playing this game. John grudgingly allowed Rachel to get her pussy eaten by William, as well as by Cheryl. But he drew the line at her having sex with another man.

And frankly, she didn’t want to. Well, truthfully, there were times in the heat of the moment when she might have considered it. Times when the excitement grew, and all she wanted was to feel that sweet release. There had been a few times now, with William, when she had wondered what might have happened if her husband hadn’t been firm on this prohibition against her having full penetrative sex with him.

But despite the temptation, she was proud of the fact that she had never broken the rules. After all, the rules were the only thing that stopped it from being pure chaos. Following the rules kept it from being abuse, kept their relationship just the right side of kinky.

But she simply couldn’t resist teasing him.

“You didn’t complain when Cheryl fucked me, either.”

John rolled his shoulders uncomfortably. He said nothing. Again, he knew she was right. He knew he didn’t really have a coherent argument. All he had were feelings. And frankly, part of her was touched by the way he wanted to preserve something just for him. With all the wild things they had done and intended to do, they still loved each other. Maybe they were splitting hairs. But maybe he was right that it was important to keep something just for them.

“It’s different, with girls.”

“Oh really?”

Rachel raised her eyebrows in surprise. She stood, wearing nothing but a bathrobe, her skin still warm and soft and fragrant from the shower she had taken in preparation. And she knew that in his mind, he was already sliding that robe off her shoulders, already kissing his way over her body, his cock probably already swelling at the thought of what lay beneath. But he wasn’t going to get that, not yet. Anticipation was the spice of these games, and Rachel had learned not to give anyone what they wanted too soon. One of her many Goddess powers.

“Yeah. That’s hot.”

Rachel laughed at her husband’s response. Stepping toward him, she placed her hands on his shoulders. He wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her close, and now she could feel it, the unmissable bulge of his cock in the casual sweatpants he wore. He moved to kiss her, but she, conscious of her fresh makeup, turned her face away, and he kissed her neck instead. She thought with a flush of excitement of all the times she had done that same manoeuvre with William, not letting the poor boy even kiss her on the lips, let alone do all the other dirty things he would have given anything to do to her. Another tremor of excitement passed through her. It was like everything reflected everything else, a kind of hall of mirrors that amplified the sexiness as it bounced back and forth until the whole world was glowing with it.

Yes, she was turned on. She knew she would be. But somehow, it always took her by surprise. And she knew her husband would be more than happy if she gave in to temptation now, here, with him. But it was that same self-control he was appealing to to make sure she didn’t betray him with any other man.

“You’re so silly,” she giggled. “No, I won’t fuck him. But I want to help Cheryl out. We need to seduce him. So I need to look my best, and I need to do… Other things.”

“Other things?”

“Yes. Of course. The kind of things a sex goddess would do with a hot guy. Can I… blow him?”

Rachel smiled up at her husband as she spoke, her tongue bunched in one cheek provocatively as she waited for his answer. She saw him bristle, and frankly, she had expected nothing else. But it was all part of the tease.

“No! That’s almost worse than fuking him!”

“Really? You’re not giving me a lot to work with here, honey.”

“Well, Cheryl can do whatever she likes with him. She’s not my wife.”

“Yeah, I know, but… Look, this is Andre we’re talking about. He’s an absolute stud. And yes, I know, Cheryl’s super cute, and we’re going to make sure she’s crazy sexy tonight. But this isn’t a guy like poor William, a guy whose head you can turn just by wearing a low cut top and by giving him a smile. Andre is going to need a bit more work. We need him to want me, as well as Cheryl.”

“Trust me, he’s going to want you.”

Rachel chuckled. The most exciting thing was that she knew her husband meant it. To him, she was the sexiest woman in the world, and his adventures with Cheryl, as enticing as she was, did nothing to change that.

The thing was, he was right. Despite her Goddess persona, Rachel tried not to be conceited. She knew she was pretty; there was no point denying that obvious fact. The attention she invariably got from men was all a confirmation she could possibly need of that. Still, acting like a Goddess required these kinds of confidence boosts, and she was glad her husband was so ready and willing to give them to her.

“Well, that’s partly your job, isn’t it? To make me and Cheryl absolutely irresistible for Andre. We’re going to drive him crazy. If it comes to it, can I at least give him a hand?”

As she spoke, one of Rachel’s hands drifted down over John’s chest, over his stomach. She heard his breathing catch as she touched the bulge of his cock, tracing the unmissable shape through the thin fabric of his pants. He groaned as his manhood surged at her touch, and she giggled. Men were so easy, really. Even her husband. The right touch at the right time, the right outfit, the right tone of voice or glimpse of skin, and it seemed like you could get just about anything from any of them. Hopefully even Andre.

“I mean… If you have to.”

Rachel smiled up at John. Another capitulation by him, another completely unfair negotiation that she had easily won. She never got tired of the little victories over him, all of it working the same way his compliments did to boost her confidence and convince her that she really could be the Goddess he saw her as.

“It’s not about having to, honey. Maybe I want to.”

He gasped, and she felt a surge of his cock in her grip as she held onto it. The air between them was electric, the sexual tension so intense it felt like the whole room might burst into flames at any moment. It always felt like that between them these days. And Rachel felt her self-control slipping as her desire grew, doing battle with her own brain as she reasoned that really, it wouldn’t be such a bad thing to have sex with John right there and then. After all, they both clearly wanted it. It didn’t need to disrupt her plans that much.

But the sound of the doorbell jolted her out of her reflection.

“Saved by the bell,” she grinned at John as she released his cock. “Go take that hard-on and answer the door.”

She laughed as he sighed, and did what she said. They both knew there was only one person who would be ringing the doorbell at that time. Everything had been planned in advance, Rachel and Cheryl’s latest audacious idea now being put into practice, with a little help from John. There really was nothing she couldn’t get away with.

Rachel listened to her husband descend the stairs, and the front door opened. She smiled at the thought of Cheryl stepping inside, wondering if the other woman noticed John’s obvious erection. Probably. She probably expected it, knowing the effect she had on him. Standing alone in the bedroom, Rachel listened to them both climb the stairs, Cheryl appearing first in the doorway with a black bag slung over one shoulder.

“Hey,” Rachel beamed at her, crossing the floor to give her a hug. Cheryl smiled as she hugged her back, the excitement between the two women palpable, the thought of what they were going to do filling both their minds.

“This is going to be so much fun,” Rachel said as she took Cheryl by the hand and led her into the bedroom. John followed as Cheryl dropped her back on the bed. She was dressed casually, in white sneakers, black yoga pants, and a plain black T-shirt. But Rachel could see that she had done her hair carefully, that she had applied makeup that made the most of her pretty features, highlighting her warm, dark, slanted eyes, her high cheekbones, her smooth skin. Already, Cheryl looked good. And she knew the what was in the bag was going to make her look even better.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” Cheryl said, her eyes darting toward John for a minute.

“Really? After all the other things we’ve done?”

Cheryl laughed at that.

“Yeah, I suppose that’s true.”

Rachel turned toward the bed and the bag that lay on it, suddenly all business. She unzipped it and reached inside, hearing the soft chime of metal fastenings as she pulled out Cheryl’s outfit. No surprises. They had decided on it together, choosing her sexiest look. Even John had given his input, from a man’s perspective. Still, his eyes were wide as he watched his wife pull Cheryl’s familiar red and black corset out into the light, laying it carefully on the bed. It was followed by a black silk skirt and a wicked pair of gleaming, high-heeled boots.

“You’re going to look so sexy. You’re going to blow his mind.”

“I hope so,” Cheryl said. Detecting a hint of nervousness in her voice, Rachel reached out and squeezed her arm.

“You will. Trust me. Andre is going to be begging to kiss your feet before you know it.”

But for all her confidence, Rachel felt a thrill of excitement and doubt of her own. There was no way to know if the plan would actually work, or if it would end in both of them being embarrassed. Experience had taught her that that was what made things thrilling, the uncertainty, the doubt, the butterflies fluttering in her stomach. Still, over the last few weeks, she had gotten used to getting everything exactly the way she wanted it. The doubt she now felt was maybe more intense for being relatively unusual for her.

“Okay, honey. Get to work. Dress Cheryl, and try not to cum in your pants from touching her.”

Cheryl burst out laughing at that, and Rachel chuckled too. A little humiliation, a little mockery, was never a bad idea. Her husband was resigned to his submissive role, knowing his place and what the women wanted from him. She knew what a tease this would be for him, and it was meant to be. It was supposed to drive him crazy, to make him weak and helpless, to make his mind race with the thought of what was going to happen that night, and his own desire for both these women. That, at least, Rachel knew, was definitely going to work.

John stepped forward. His eyes roamed over Cheryl’s body in much the way they had over Rachel’s as he tentatively reached toward her. The image of him fucking her hard from behind in that very same bed exploded in Rachel’s mind, and she smiled as she watched how hesitant he was now to undress her.

As well as any of them, she knew that in the heat of the moment, we find ourselves doing things we might never have thought we would do, allowing ourselves liberties that it is at times would seem insane. From the look on her husband’s face, she could tell that he was thinking about how he still barely knew Cheryl, how even with all the things they had done, she was still not much more than a stranger. And now, he was expected to undress her sexy body, and dress her up for another man, like some kind of humble servant. And he was going to do it. That was the best part. He was going to do it, because his sex goddess wife demanded it of him.

Cheryl was clearly nervous too. But she allowed him to take hold of her T-shirt, raising her arms over her head so that he could lift it off her. Beaming, Rachel sat down on the edge of the bed, crossing her freshly shaved legs, one over the other. She adjusted her robe, preserving her modesty that could only be false around these two, who had seen her in the middle of the most intense sexual experiences of her life. But you have to draw the line somewhere.

Cheryl’s T-shirt came away, fluttering to the floor like an autumn leaf. John’s eyes roamed over her juicy tits in the bra she wore. It was nothing special, just a practical skin-toned seamless affair, but Cheryl had the kind of boobs that can’t be hidden, couldn’t be robbed of their undeniable sex appeal, no matter what she did. The soft flesh jiggled and bounced with every move she made, every breath she took, and Rachel grinned as she watched her husband staring at the other woman’s cleavage.

Standing in front of Cheryl, he reached around behind her. He unfastened the clasp of her bra with practiced hands, and the underwear slid off Cheryl’s shoulders. It would have dropped to the floor if John hadn’t caught it, setting it down on the bed. And now, Cheryl’s big boobs hung free on her chest, and the tip of John’s tongue showed as he licked his dry lips. He looked, looked away, then looked again, seeming weirdly reluctant to be caught staring by his wife, even though she not only knew about his attraction to Cheryl, but loved it. Old habits die hard, Rachel thought to herself. Anyway, she loved his doubt, his hesitation, his uncertainty. It was all part of the thrill of playing like this.

Just to make things harder on him, Rachel stood up. Cheryl smiled at her over her shoulder as Rachel wrapped her arms around Cheryl from behind, hefting those giants boobs in her hands. She heard Cheryl giggle as her busy fingers found the sensitive flesh of the other woman’s nipples. She needed them between her fingers, squeezing Cheryl’s heavy boobs together, the other woman squirming at her touch.

“God, I just love these big fat tits,” Rachel said, pinching one nipple more savagely. John gasped as he watched, almost shaking with the strain of his desire, his frustration. He wanted to touch Cheryl’s tits so badly, but he wasn’t allowed to. Meanwhile, Goddess Rachel could do whatever the fuck she wanted.

Cheryl turned her head toward Rachel, over her shoulder, and the two women’s mouths met with unmistakable hunger. They kissed passionately, deeply, right there in front of Rachel’s frustrated husband, and every movement of Cheryl’s mouth against hers sent another wave of desire racing through Rachel’s body. The thrill of it all was intoxicating, and the cruelty of teasing the man she loved like this was an undeniable part of it. Not to mention the anticipation of what would come later.

“Put her corset on, cuck,” Rachel said as she pulled her mouth away from Cheryl’s, grinning viciously at her husband over the other woman’s shoulder. And while Cheryl laughed, while the two women nuzzled affectionately against one another, John picked up the outfit from the bed.

With reluctance she didn’t try to hide, Rachel let go of Cheryl’s tits so that John could dress her. He stood behind her, wrapping the corset around her, and Cheryl adjusted it into place, helping him slide the metal fasteners together. Rachel watched approvingly as he began lacing it, knowing his way around women’s clothing now better than he had at any other time in his life.

“Wow, that’s tight,” Cheryl said, pressing her hands against her shrinking stomach.

“Tighter,” Rachel said, her eyes flashing with excitement. “Make those tits pop. I mean, you want Andre to be drooling over you, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” Cheryl admitted with a nervous little giggle. And John did what she said, following his wife’s orders, drawing the laces tighter as the corset shaped Cheryl’s curvaceous body into a perfect hourglass.

Her cleavage was magnificent, her ample boobs swelling over the top of the corset, absolutely unignorable. And her snatched-in waist accentuated the wide spread of her hips, making her look ultrafeminine, but also sexually powerful. Available, but also constrained. Rachel knew the power of a good corset all too well, and she had seen how spectacular Cheryl looked in this one before, and this time was no different.

“Holy shit, you look amazing,”

Rachel wasn’t lying. And she wasn’t saying it just to build Cheryl’s confidence, even if she hoped it would. She was telling the truth. Cheryl did look stunning, already, and her outfit was only half on her. The younger woman giggled, her hands around her waist, seeming to marvel at how tiny it was. Meanwhile, Rachel’s eyes darted toward her husband.

“Don’t stand there gawking, cuck. Do the rest.”

“Yes, Goddess Rachel,” John said, his words sending that familiar little tremor of desire through her. She always loved it when he called her that. She loved this side of him, his ready submission, and she loved it when it broke too, when he could no longer take the teasing anymore, and he flung himself at her and demanded the pleasure she dangled in front of him. It was such a wild ride they had been on, and there was still more kinky pleasure to come, and the thought of it sometimes made her dizzy with anticipation and the thrill of knowing that the only rules were the ones they made for themselves.

Cheryl grinned as John sank to his knees on the floor in front of her. She had to lean forward slightly to see over the dramatic swell of her cleavage, but she did, not wanting to miss a moment of his servitude. He untied the laces of her shoes, helped her step out of them, and then reached for the waistband of her clinging pants. Cheryl allowed it, smiling at Rachel again, and John peeled off her leggings, pulling them down to the floor so she could step out of them.

“You’re not wearing panties tonight, are you?”

Cheryl gasped as she looked up the other woman.

“I mean… I always do.”

“Yeah, but you know how crazy it drives a guy when they find out you’re not wearing anything under your skirt? Besides, it will turn you on so much. Just the thought of being exposed like that, ready for sex at the drop of a hat. It’s a thrill. I’m not going to wear any.”

Cheryl gasped again, and giggled. Rachel smiled down at her husband as his intense eyes darted up toward her. He opened his mouth, like he was going to argue, but then remembered who he was talking to. There is no arguing with a Goddess.

“Okay then,” Cheryl said,  “no panties.”

“Take them off, cuck,” Rachel ordered imperiously. “Actually, no. Kiss them first. Kiss her beautiful pussy through her panties, then ask permission to remove them.”

Cheryl spluttered with laughter, covering her mouth with both hands as her excitement burst out of her. And Rachel smiled to, but she was nothing less than 100% serious.

John paused. He looked up at her with that same intense expression on his face, but he didn’t argue. Instead, he rose a little higher on his knees, leaning forward. Rachel stood beside Cheryl, watching her husband tenderly kiss the front of the other woman’s underwear.

“Please, Mistress Cheryl, can I remove your panties?”

“Go ahead, cuck.”

Rachel loved to hear Cheryl call her husband that. So cruel, so dismissive, as if just the fact of being male made him completely inferior to them. In this situation, she supposed it did. The intensity of his desire made him their slave, and Cheryl was becoming just as expert at using it as Rachel herself was. She was almost proud of her new friend, her little protégé. Proud of what she had made Cheryl into, just like she was proud of what she had transformed William and John into for her own kinky amusement.

John pulled her panties down. Cheryl stepped out of them. And Rachel turned to the other woman. Cheryl let out a little gasp as Rachel pressed her hand against the other woman’s pussy, holding it firmly, vibrating her palm until Cheryl squealed.

“Such a pretty pussy,” Rachel growled between her teeth. “And it’s not for you. Some other hot, sexy guy is going to have this tonight, and all you get to do is dream about it. How does that feel, cuck?”

“Very humiliating, Goddess Rachel.”

“Good. It should.”

Overcome with desire now, Rachel turned her face back toward Cheryl. She could see the glow in the other woman’s eyes, and there was no mistaking what it meant. She knew, had she looked in the mirror, she would have seen the same glow in her own eyes. The glow of excitement, the growing desire for sex, the intense pressure of lust that animated them both. It animated her husband, too, but right now, that was almost irrelevant.

Rachel’s fingers danced over Cheryl’s slit, and the younger woman moaned. She felt Cheryl’s growing wetness as she reached inside, two fingers sliding past the slight resistance of her pussy. Cheryl let out a moan, draping her arms around Rachel, her big corseted boobs pressing against the other woman’s chest through the robe Rachel wore.

A wet sound echoed in the bedroom as Rachel slowly fingered her friend. And she turned to look down at her kneeling husband, staring right at Cheryl’s pussy, his face frozen in that expression of unrelieved desire and frustrated lust that she knew so well.

“That’s right, you just watch. You just watch what you don’t get. Look at how tight this pussy is, how wet. She can’t wait to get fucked by Andre. Lucky girl. A real man, one who knows how to satisfy a woman, not just some useless cuck who has to watch.”

Cheryl was moaning steadily now, rhythmically, her eyes closed, her mouth busy as she kissed Rachel’s neck, her shoulder, nuzzling against her robe. And Rachel felt again that delicious surge of power she felt so often as she looked down at her husband, teased and tormented, yet still desperately willing to do whatever she said. Anything for his Goddess.

“That’s right. And when this is all over, she’s going to have a hot, sexy cuckold of her own. Because in the end, that’s all you boys deserve. To be locked up and teased and serve us while we girls get to cum.”
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